anything medically related. In what most would consider an annoyance in their busy days, my mother saw an opportunity to strengthen an important relationship in her life.
I know that my mother had a phenomenal relationship with her physician, and the severity of her emotion is complex. At a loss for the magical words that will alleviate her despair, I ask, "Will you be OK?" With even more pain in her voice, she says to me, "You don't understand, this man knew everything about me, more than any other person on the planet." As her son, I know the degree of loss she is experiencing. We go on to discuss the great physician and the great man he was.
Before I entered medical school, I had the chance to shadow my mother's great physician for a day just before Christmas. When I walked into his office that day, no one was there yet. I noticed a photograph on his desk of a man on a motorcycle.
When Dr Simon finally entered, we introduced ourselves. His voice was gentle. He was taller than me, with a broad build, and slicked-back white hair.
Matching his white hair was his white coat. It bore his credentials and was faded around the neck collar and sleeves. I noticed that it hung down past his thighs just above the knee. The man in front of me didn't scream "motorcycle enthusiast," so I had to ask, "Is that you on the motorcycle?" He laughed, happy to talk about his bike, and he added that he hadn't had much time to ride lately. Our introduction was short and we were soon off to see patients. The question sends her into heaving sobs. She is in disbelief and tells me that she can never step foot into that office again; it would just be too much for her knowing that he won't be there. She eventually tells me that she has to go and tells me to study hard. As I try to pull myself back together, I search for the obituary online to find dozens of comments from now physicianless patients. The response is overwhelming. One comment describes that the
